This time the brilliant and sometimes histrionic orthopaedic surgeon came into my division not as a consultant but as a patient. We His parents still wait for an impossible miracle; they look for a grimace, a minimal sign of suffering. They even invite to his bed some of his many girlfriends, to create some reaction that could testify he is alive; but he is simply non-dead. It is useless to try to explain to them that euthanasia would be probably the best choice, considering that their son wanted to die. They still seem certain that his act was a mistake, and still wait for him to wake up and explain to them how it could happen.
He is sometimes put in a wheel-chair and taken out into the garden: he seems to look around and we almost expect him to rise and say 'Gotcha'! His fellow colleagues, if they force themselves to look at him, seem to forget all their knowledge and doubtfully ask: 'are we sure that he will not .. 
